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THE ONLY PLUMBER BUSY IN THE HOT SEASON-— 
And He Fails to Make His Principal Connection. 
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SPECIAL NOTICE 

Attention is called to the fact that every issue of Puck is spe- 
cially copyrighted, and its contents are protected by law. We have 
no objection to the reprinting of paragraphs and articles, where 
Jull credit is given; but we cannot permit the reproduction of 
our pictures, except by special arrangement with us. 





IMPORTANT TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
Tne date printed on the wrapper of each pap r 
denotes the time when the subscription ex; ires. 





Special Notice. 


Certain people calling themselves «The Universal 
Binding and Advertising Co.” are soliciting advertise 
ments for interleaved copies of Puck, which they offer 
to ‘put on file in hotels. 
edition printed for them, and to give a circulation equiv- 
alent to §0,000 copies. 
these persons; we have never had any connection with 
them, and their inserted sheets form no part of the reg- 
They get no special 


They claim to have a special 


We have nothing to do with 


ular advertising-pages of Puck. 
edition, and, to the best of our knowledge and belief, 
they do not handle any considerable number of copies. 
Any advertiser who deals with them does so at his own 
risk. 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





We are sorry to say it; but in mat- 

ters of Art, the average American is a 
good deal like that famous Yankee who, being 
asked if he could play on the fiddle, replied 
that he didn’t know, as he had never tried. 
Our countrymen tackle with airy confidence 
artistic problems that puzzle the centuried cult- 
ure of Europe. ‘hey really believe that suc- 
cess in playing the fiddle is largely a matter of 
luck; and they cannot understand why they 
are not likely to play it well at the first time of 
trying. Smith took up the pork packing busi- 
ness by mere chance, and he succeeded as a 
pork-packer. And he can’t see why he shouldn’t 


succeed equally well as an art-critic, if chance. 


makes it convenient for him to take up that 
line of business, Any man of ordinary intelli- 
gence can judge whether:a pig is fat or lean— 
why shouldn’t he be able to judge whether a 
picture or a statue is goad’or bad ? 
* 
* . 

This is a charming self-confidence, and in 
matters of Pork it is to be highly commended. 
But in matters of Art it is a tendency which 
may be carried too far. If Smith, the success- 
ful pork-packer, and member of the. Illinois 
legislature, sees fit to glorify his walls with the 
chromos and circus- posters of art, we have 
nothing to say. It is his own business, and if 
his family can stand it, no.one need feel called 
upon to remonstrate with him. But when 
Smith, as a member of the legislature, votes 
the people’s money -for a public monument, 
and then has himseif put on the committee to 
select a plan for the monument, we object. We 
do not object to the monument; but we object 
to having Smith select the plan of it. 


PUCK. 











PRECAUTION. 





Wary Guestr.—* Waiter, bring me all the cats there are in this establishment—and any dogs you 


may have. Want ’em right off.” 
* 


* 


[Astontsh-d waiter produces all the live-st.ck of the establishment.| 
Wary Gvuest.—* Ail right—vozw bring on a rabbit.” 











For—and some one has got to hammer this 
truth into the American people, with a club— 
our Smiths in general are meddling with some- 
thing they do not understand and never will 
understand, when they meddle with Art. © Al- 
most all Americans, (except those of the younger 
generation, who have learned a little modesty | 
in such things,) are ready to give an opinion 
at a moment’s nolice as to the merits of any 
piece of painting or sculpture. Sometimes they 
preface it with the shibboleth of mock-modesty, 
“I know what pleases me’’; but the opinion is 
always there. They have not the courage and 
the common-sense to stand up and frankly con- 
fess their ignorance, and leave the duty of 
judgement to competent men. It is this pork- 
packing self-confidence that has pock-marked 
this country with hideous statues and monu- 
ments and memorials, set up for the eternal 
laughter of the gods and of the generations to 


come, 
¢ 


- oS 
We have done enough, as a nation, and badly 
enough, in all conscience, in the monument line. 
Let us to-day, in a spirit of holy humility, try 
to resist the temptation to make further fools of | 
ourselves. We wish to perpetuate. in some ma- | 
terial way, the memory of the great man who 
has just died. So be it. But let us not tie the 
remembrance of his greatness to another archi- 
tectural or sculptural monstrosity. Let us avoid 
the memorial style in which we have hitherto 
made ourselves ridiculous. It is not likely that 
we shall ever build a good monument to Gen- 
eral Grant, or that we shall even make a statue 
of him which will be artistically beautiful. 





* 
* * 

But there is no reason why we cannot found 
some institution, educational or charitable, that 
shall hand his name down to posterity in living 
strength and grandeur. The monument that 
Peter Cooper raised for himself has done more 
to keep him in grateful remembrance of the 
people than moulded bra@nze or chiseled marble 
could ever do, Let us not-forget tnis when we 
cast about how fitly to do honor to our dead 
hero. And while the public may be slow in 
responding toa call for money to build a use- 
less and presumably ugly monument, they will 
not be apathetic when we ask for their help to 
raise a useful, noble, vital memorial to an hon- 
ored name. 





Sometimes it seems to be necessary that every 
individual citizen of this great republic should 
be taken aside, by the lobe of his ear, and made 
distinctly to understand that President Cleve- 
land is a man who means what he says. It 
took the lawless cattle-kings of the Indian Res- 
ervation twelve golden days to find out this 
great and simple truth; but it is pleasant to 
state that they have found it out at last, and 
that no faintest delusion lingers now in their 
startled minds, ‘They were told to get out of 
the land they illegally occupied. ‘They sent 
up to Washington, to see if “it”? could not be 
** fixed,” as such things had been fixed before. 
They found that It could not be Fixed. They 
are getting out. ‘This, as we have before re- 
marked, is that very Era of Reform that has 
so often been made the theme of the machine- 
politician’s merry jest. 

# # 

Our esteemed friend, Governor Hill, is likely 
to run up against tie blank wall of this fact 
sooner or later. He is an active and assiduous 
man, in his own way; but his way is one of the 
ways of which the people expressed their com- 
plete disapproval last November. It is a way 
that did very well before the independent men 
of this country got together and asserted their 
rights, and took the balance of power into their 
own hands. But at present it is an antiquated 
and unpopular way; and Governor Hiil is the 
more likely to find it out the harder he works. 








No MATTER how dark the wood may be, 
Somewhere within its shadow blows 
The beauteous rose. 


No matter how old and bent the tree,’ 
Some bird will on its boughs prolong 
His sweetest song. 

No matter how scarce the quai! may be, 
Somewhere the ohe you like the most 
You'll find on toast. 


No matter how scarce bald heads may seem, 
There is one that is broad and smooth and high 
For every fly. 

No matter how old or torn the vest, 

Out of it you may pluck some time 

The ancient dime. 


No matter how sadness and regret 
May plague a man, he strikes good luck 
In PIcKINGs FROM PUCK. 

Price twenty-five cen. 
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OSCULATION. 





I shall take—ah—a kiss, 

If you have no objection, 
My pretty, plump Miss! 

For you ’ve hooked my affection 
And I yearn for a kiss— 

Have you any objection? 


You refuse me that bliss? 
* You Aave an objection? 
Why the thusness of this? 
By the Gordian bisection! 
I shall cabbage a kiss, 
And pooh-pooh your objection, 


You surely won’t miss 
Such an innocent blige 

From your boundless collection. 
If you do, then I wis 

How to make due correction: 
I'll return you the kiss— 

Please return my affection! 

CARL SCHREIBER. 








WAGSTAFF’S MELON SCHEME. 


Old Deacon Wagstaff is nothing if not orig- 
inal, He seldom contrives anything after a 
conventional method or plan, inasmuch as he is 
possessed of a large fecund brain that con- 
ceives what are technically known as brand- 
new ideas, 

It will be remembered by the constant read- 
ers of this paper who have subscribed from its 
start, that not a great while ago Mr. Wagstaff 
invented a hen-teaser, with very lively results, 

This year the Deacon made up his mind that 
he would have a good big melon-bed just out 
behind the house. He told his family it would 
be so nice to have them for breakfast, right 
fresh off the vines, every morning. 

His family, especially the younger members, 
agreed with him, and also promised to keep the 
garden weeded, and do any work necessary to 
make the melon-crop a success. 

So the bed was made early last May, and | 
the seeds put in. Every night the boys went | 
out and performed the watering rite with the 
unswerving fidelity of milkmen, and when they 
came home from school in the afternoon they 
set to work and cast out the tares, and elimi- 
nated the weeds, and hoed and raked and 
spaded until their backs almost broke and their 
faces were done up brown by the sun. 

After a couple of months of this kind of 
work, the melons got to a pretty good size, and 
all the Wagstaff family looked upon them with 
longing eyes and watering mouths. Just as 
they were figuring on the earliest day that it 
would be proper to test them, one of the Wag- 
staff boys came in and stated that he had acci- 
dentally heard some large boys down at the 
railroad station speaking of making a raid on 
the melons in a week or two. 

_ “I think you ought to buy a big dog,” put 
In the boy. 

“It seems to me it would be better to put 
some hooks about the vines,’’ said Mrs, Wag- 
staff: “then we could catch them like fish, and 
let the authorities take them off the hooks in 
the morning.” 

_Here Mr. Wagstaff smiled, which was suffi- 
cient proof that he had an idea of his own. 











“I think it would be best,” he began: “not 
to use either dogs or fish-hooks, for it might 
result fatally. ‘The hook in the hand might 
produce lock-jaw, and the dog in the neck 
hydrophobia, I have a plan of my own which 
I think will preserve the melons and hurt no 
one.” 

“ What is the plan?”’ asked the whole family 
at once. 

“Tt is this: As soon as a muskmelon begins 
to take on a golden-ripe tint, I shall rush out 
and paint it green.” 

“ What for ?”’ they inquired. 

“To make them think the melons are un- 
ripe.” 

“ And how about the watermelons ?”’ 

“‘Those,” said Deacon Wagstaff: “1 shall 
paint yellow.” 

**Vellow!” they exclaimed, 

‘Certainly, yellow, and no other color,” said 
the Deacon: “my object is to cause them to 
think the watermelons are pumpkins.” 

* But won’t the paint hurt them ?” 

“ Not at all; it can’t soak through.” 

So, on the following morning the Deacon 
and his boys went out and painted the ripe 
watermelons yellow, and the ripe muskmelons 
green, and the vibrations of their chuckles ex- 
tended to their boot-heels. 

“This is just the best sell out,’ observed the 
Deacon, as he applied the paint mercilessly: 
“this is the biggest sell out, and no harm ain’t 
done to nobody.” 

It was noticed that various boys of various 
ages looked over into the melon-patch at va- 
rious times during the day, and gazed regret- 
fully at the melons that they would have sworn 
were watermelons until they commenced to turn 
yellow. And when they departed it seemed 
that they only did so to give the muskmeions a 
day or two longer to ripen. 

On the following morning, after giving the 
melons that required it a coat of paint, Deacon 
Wagstaff and sons repaired to the house for 
break fast. 

‘They had no more than done so, when his 
next-door neighbor’s Durham cow espied the 
beautiful golden pumpkins dreaming in the 
morning sun. She lost no time in opening the 
gate with her horns, and in a few minutes had 
eaten half-a-dozen of each kind of melon. 
When she had swallowed about the fiftieth 
mouthful, a peculiar feeling that she couldn’t 
understand came over her like a drear boding, 
a summer cloud, or something of that kind. 

The earth seemed to revolve faster than ever 
before, and the cow selected an orbit which 
was the path encircling a flower-bed, and she 
flew around there until she could fly no longer, 
when she suddenly got down on her spinal- 
column and passed out of this cold, wicked 
world in a greenery-yallery spasm of painter’s 
colic, 

Deacon Wagstaff got out just in time to re- 
ceive the abuse that his neighbor, the owner of 
the cow, was pouring on him lavishly from the 
vials, or rather the demijohns of his wrath. 

When he finally paid his neighbor eighty 
dollars—the value of the cow—to escape the 
unpleasantness of a law-suit, he concluded that 
painting the lily is not half as colossal a piece 
of folly as painting the melon. 

R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 








A PHYSICIAN Says: ‘“ The reason a man stag- 
gers when he is drunk” is owing to the fact 
“that the nervous system, which has its seat in 
the brain and spinal cord, divides its responsi- 
bility among its several parts—the cerebellum 
presiding over the co-ordination of the move- 
ment, the cerebrum over volitional life, and the 
medulla oblongata over respiration.” ‘This 
shows how easy it is to be mistaken. We al- 
ways attributed it to the whiskey. 











Whose eyes are brown, or black, perchance; 
Depends entirely on her glance, 

Or sharp or mild. It’s been my fate 

To see both shades, and to this date 
I don’t know which does most entrance. 
She stamps her foot at some mischance, 
And then black eyes her looks enhance, 

A moment more she ’1I captivate, 

Whose eyes are brown, 


Sometimes they ’re tender with romance, 
Again they ’ll pierce you like a lance; 
And all the time I ’m desolate, 
For fear she 1] choose some other mate. 
I'll not tell you, by any chance, 
Whose eyes are brown. 


QUEEN Vicroria has made her new son-in- 
law a colonel. ‘Ihis fixes the Prince if he ever 
wants to travel in Kentucky. 

Progress says: “A man might even go fish- 
ing on Sunday and still be a Christian.” Yes, 
he might; but it is seldom the fish bite well 
enough for that. 


“In SWEDEN, to enter a bank with one’s hat 
on is considered a terrible breach of good man- 
ners.”’ In this country manners are fractured 
oftener in the way a man leaves a bank, 


MariE VAN ZANpDrT gets two hundred and 
fifty dollars a night for attending social enter- 
tainments in London, If what we hear about 
London society is true, she ought to charge 
more, 


Ir 1s said to cost less to support the family 
of an Ohio mechanic than a prisoner in the 
penitentiary. ‘I'his is a nut for the advocates 
of a high protective tariff for American indus- 
tries to crack, pam 

A CALIFORNIA PAPER tells of a man being 
“run over by a freight-train and chopped into 
small pieces, sustaining fatal injuries.’ ‘This is 
strange. California men are not as tough as 
they used to be. a 

Every FEw days another Indian atrocity stirs 
up the blood of the nation. ‘The latest is the 
worst of all, and unless prompt measures are 
taken we will not answer for the consequences, 
The Digger Indians on Rancho Chico have a 
brass-band. 


Says AN exchange: “The Maharajah of 
Cashmere is confined to his bed with rheuma- 
tism, but still the old world jogs on.” ‘This in- 
dicates one important difference between the 
Old World and the Maharajah, ‘The latter 
can’t jog on. peer 

“WE RECENTLY saw an account of the differ- 
ent devices used by actors to keep from smiling 
on the stage,’ writes an editor. One never- 
failing device is for the actor to catch sight of 
the manager stepping out the back way with 
all the box-office receipts. ‘This is what they 
call a heroic remedy, we believe. 
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THE BROTHERHOOD OF ART. 








SELF-RESPECTING MUSICIAN.—* Blay dot sonata uf mine in dot beer-saloon? No, my frent, neffer! Uf 
Beethoven hear me blaying dot sonata in a blace like dot, he vould roll ofer in his grafe!” 








REALISM FOR.THE YOKELS. 





ApvicE To A YouNG Man ApouT TO BECOME 
A CouNTRY CORRESPONDENT. 





And so, young-man-in-the-first-flush-of-youth,, 
you have decided to adopt journalism as a pro- 
fession, and you wish to send a New York let- 
ter to some country paper? ‘The idea is cer- 
tainly a novel one, and if you will only study 
the methods of other correspondents, success 
and, perhaps, fame and wealth will be your re- 
ward, 

You will find it profitable to devote a great 
deal of space to news of the wealthier and more 
aristocratic classes of society, especially the 
feminine portion of it; but never let any such 
trifle as the cold truth interfere with your ac- 
counts of the doings of the “upper ten,” as 
you will soon learn to call them. ‘The fact 
that such people enjoy wealth and social dis- 
tinction makes them fair targets for your pen, 
so you need not trouble yourself to describe 
the many lovable, womanly traits of the young 
girls who adorn New York society, or the years 
of toil by which their fathers have made for 
themselves name and fortune. Never lose sight 
of the fact that these gray-haired fathers spend 
their nights in dissipation; that their daughters, 
whom you will call the “ bellesof Murray Hill,’ 
smoke cigarettes and attend dog-fights in one 
another’s “ boudoirs” ; while their mothers de- 
ceive their husbands by running up huge mil- 
linery and dress-makers’ bills, and have many 
other reprehensible habits. 

Then the fact that there is exactly one mar- 
ble palace on Fifth Avenue permits you to 
locate all your “ high life” scenes there with- 
out fear of identification. Writers of modern 
fiction—among whom the country correspond- 
ent may be classed—have vied with one an- 
other in describing the manners and customs 
of the dwellers in this “stately marble palace 
on Fifth Avenue.’’ 

It is there that the “society belles” drink 
champagne, smoke cigarettes, and indulge in 
boxing and other matches. From that palace 
these same society belles steal noiselessly forth 
at midnight, in order to go “slumming” in 
company with young men whom you may term 








“bloods.”? ‘To this same abode comes the fa- 


ther after a night of gambling at his club, and 
from it he goes in the morning to make or lose 
a “cool hundred thousand” in Wall Street. 
Remember, that is the exact amount involved 
in every speculative transaction in Gotham. 

The club also offers abundant material to the 
correspondent. ‘The reader of provincial news- 
papers will hear of but one kind of club—that 
which exists only in the mind of the letter- 
writer, and, consequently, can be found no- 
where else. It rivals in architectural beauty, 
and in the splendor of its furnishing, the “ state- 
ly marble palace on Fifth Avenue.” Its car- 
pets are an inch thick—no more and no less, 
Its walls are hung with costly oil-paintings— 
water-colors will not do. Obsequious menials 
in gorgeous liveries glide noiselessly to and fro 
—it won’t do to say that a man in a striped 
vest slumbers on the hall-bench until somebody 
calls him; the genuine, simon-pure club attend- 
ant is always on the glide. 

And remember, O young-man-in-the-first- 
flush-of-youth, that this is the club in which 
“ young bloods” and “ old sports”? dine and 
drink and gamble until far into the morning. 


It is here that fortunes are made and lost, and | 


verdant strangers fleeced at the card-table. 
Yes, with the “society belles”? and the ini- 
quitous club, eked out, perhaps, by the theatre, 
with its actresses and green-room, you have 
material enough for years of letter-writing. 


And remember that you can succeed only in | 
one way—by consistently and conscientiously | 


avoiding the truth, and even the appearance 
of truth. 








A NEWFOUNDLAND DOG affiliates with a goat 
at Schooley’s Mountain. ‘They may consider 
that strange up there, but if they could see 
some of the poetry that affiliates with the goat 
in this office, they would learn a thing or two 
about a goat’s ability. 


THE CHAMPION fife-player of Pennsylvania 
was Henry Bender, who recently died in Bucks 
County at the age of ninety-two. Henry must 
have been also a champion pistol-shot, or he 
could never have lived to play the fife for so 
many years. 





PHASES OF SASSIETY. 


B 
Mrs. BLopGET?T’s RECEPTION, AS DESCRIBED 
BY THE BELLE OF PopLar Clty. 


“Oh. Poplar City is celebrated all through 
Iowa for its society—it’s so exclusive and cul- 
tivated; and I don’t think there’s a city in the 
world where you’d meet such high-toned, ele- 
gant people as there were at Mrs. Blodgett’s re- 
ception last evening. It was the most dressy 
affair I’ve attended this year. All the gentle- 
men wore lavender silk neckties, and I had on 
my new white satin brocade. ‘There were ever 
so many of my genlmnfrends there, and I 
danced every time. Charley Cohen was my 
escort, and half the girls would have given their 
eye-teeth to have been his company. Charley’s 
father keeps the One Price Clothing Emporium, 
and they do say it’s the largest garment-store 
in the world; I know you can buy anything 
you want there, from a collar-button to an ulster. 
Oh, the Cohens are just gilt-edged! ° 

“Willie Brackett was there, too, with a ladi- 
frend of his from the Junction, a half-scared 
looking thing; I reckon the high-tonedness of 
the crowd dazzled her, for they’re not much on 
style down the Junction way. Jennie Fulsom 
and her brother Henry came late, and he asked 
me to go buggy-riding with him next Wednes- 
day. He’s a lovely little gentleman, Henry is. 
Mr. Macjimpsey was invited, but he didn’t 
show up—they say he’s awful bashful—and lots 
of the girls are just dying to know him. He’s 
the new clerk in the Square Deal Shirt and 
Cuff Palace, and he’s real elegant-loo' ing. I 
believe he’s just come from Burlington. 

“You remember little ‘tommy Needham, 
who used to be at the Main Street ‘Tonsorial 
Pagoda? Well, he’s reporting for the AZorning 
Tattler, and he came just as we were going in 
to the entertainment—I can tell you, Mrs. 
Blodgett set out a lunch that was bang up— 
Mamie Snelling and I corralled him in the front 
hall, and gave him all the names and costumes 
and everything, and dd you see what he wrote 
about me this morning? It was awful sweet of 
him to do it.” 





II. 


‘THE CuHrRoMO LITERARY REUNION, AS DE- 
SCRIBED BY MIss SIMPLE, 


*“ Yes, we had a really delightful time, it was 
so informal, and we met so many bright people. 
You know Mrs. Chromo receives a great many 
literary and artistic people, and ail that sort of 
thing. One always meets somebody who’s dis- 
tinguished at her house. ‘They’re all delight- 
fully Bohemian, but thoroughly respectable. 

“Who was there? Let me see, there was 
Prof. Mugwump, the astronomer -— no, I believe 
he’s an architect; it’s Dr. Planet who’s the 
astronomer, and talked so cleverly about the 
heavenly bodies—and there was Miss Culchair, 
who’s writing an article for the Atantic—l 
must be sure and buy the next number—and 
Miss Bellow, who recited ‘“‘Curfew Must Not 
Ring ‘To-Night”’ so that it gave me the shivers, 
and I promised to take a ticket for her next 
reading at Chickering Hall. 

“Then there were some charming musical 
people, Signor Fluto and Mr. Violinski, and, 
would you believe it? I was introduced to a real 
actor—wouldn’t ma be mad if she knew it! | 
think his name is Mr, Fakir; but, anyway, he’s 
a great genius, for he showed me some articles 
about him that he happened to have in his 
pockets, and they all said he was just too splen- 
did for anything. I may meet him in the street 
some day, and then I shall: just drop down and 
die. I did have a perfectly lovely time, and I’m 
sure | never saw so many distinguished people 
in my life—that is, not near to.” 

J. Lauren Forp. 
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TURKEY TREMBLES. 





MINISTER PHELPS’Ss INTERVIEW WITH THE QUEEN INSPIRES SUNSET COX TO ADOPT SIMILAR METHODS. 


The news of Mr. Phelps’s interview with 
Queen Victoria was conveyed to Mr. Sunset 
Cox, the Extraordinary Envoy of the United 
States to ‘Turkey, by an advance sheet of the 
N. Y. Whirled, which reached the Minister be- 
fore he had presented his credentials, So inspired 
was the Envoy by the magic way in which the 
effete monarchess was knocked off of her Im- 
perial Pins and brought up to the level of a 
Vermont lawyer, that he resolved that ‘Turkey, 
too, should be brought in awe of the American 
eagle. 

Accordingly, putting on his insignia of of- 
fice, he knocked at the door of the Harem just 
as His Glorious Nibbs, Abdul Hafiz, was put- 
ting on his ‘Turkish rug and was tying his 
Daghestan around his dude collar. 

‘The door was opened by a coal-black son of 
Ethiopia, as innocent of raiment as if there 
had never been an apple in the Garden of 
eden. 

“ Well, Mungo,” said Mr. Cox: 
of the Moon up yet ?” 

“ Wallah, wallah.”’ 

“ Hello, Central—I beg pardon, I should 
say, what did you remark ?”’ 

“ Bismillah, byallah etalla!”’ 

“No, { don’t want to see Ella this morning. 
S’mother morning. I’m after His Sublimity 
the Rising Sun, Abdul Hayfever, the Grand 
High Mother-in-law of the Stars, Is he in?” 

At this point the Sultan, seeing that there 
was trouble, had the Ethiopian recalled, and 
with a wave of his hand summoned Mr. Cox 
into his presence. 

“Mr. Porte, I believe ?”? said Mr. Cox. 

“‘That’s my name. ‘Take an ottoman,” re- 
plied the Sultan, motioning toward a small foot- 
stool at his side. 

“Thanks,” rejoined the Minister, seating 
himself: “‘ My name is Cox, Sunset Cox, from 
the United States.” 

“ Ah, indeed ?” returned the Sultan, making 
a salaam, at which Mr. Cox suggested that he 
had a fine remedy for cholera in his pocket if 
His Sunniness was often taken that way. 

“ve come, my Lord, Cousin to the Golden 
Fizz, to let you know that my nation isn’t 
afraid of the unspeakable ‘Turk any more than 
it is of any other furren bird, and that when it 


“is the Son 





(Special Grand Vizier to the N. Y. Wuirep.] 


comes to diplomacy the ’Merican Eagle is a 
bigger man than old Turkey, which same should 
be borne in mind.” 

The Sultan made another salaam at this, 
whereon the Minister offered to bet him even 
ducats that if he was dressed up in old carpet, 
“ allee samee your nibbs there,’ and not in fash- 
ionable American “ pants,’”’ he could touch his 
toes without bending his knees as many times 
in an hour as Porte himself, with all his prac- 
tice, and not begin to try. 

“Do you smoke?” inquired the Porte, ignor- 
ing the challenge. 

“ Well, ’'m a puffer from Pufferville at home, 
but I don’t want any of your ‘Turkish cigarettes, 
thank you. I’d have you to understand that 
all Americans ain’t dudes. But I’m powerful 
thirsty, Most Mighty Lord of the Red-Legged 
Horizon, and if you *ll give me a drink of 
that lighted concoction of yours there I’fl be 
obliged,” said Mr. Cox, pointing to the Hookah 
at the Sultan’s side. 

The Sultan looked somewhat surprised, and 
ordered a hookah and a ham-string for the 
Envoy, which were speedily brought. 

“No ham, please,” rejoined the Minister: 
“ but, say, Ab, send out that Visionary Vizier 
of yours to get me another pipe for this lemon- 
ade. I can’t suck a drop through this thing. 
These ladies here are your daughters, I pre- 
sume. How de do, Miss Porte? ‘This is a 
sublime old dad of yours.” 

“Please confine your attentions to business, 
Mr. Cox,” said the Sultan, flushing to the roots 
of his fez. 

“ Well, [ mean biz, Portey, old man. What’s 
the matter with your daughters, anyhow—got 
the tooth-ache ? Peek-a-boo, there; 1 see you,”’ 
sung the Minister to a beautiful Circassian who 
wore the customary mosquito-proof cloak over 
her shoulders and a band over the lower part 
of her face 

“ Look a-here, you Red-Lipped Child of the 
Twenty-second Ward,” said the Sultan: “ Ill 
order a bastinado for you.” 

“ Yes, indeed,” said Mr. Cox: 
and then he added, sadly: 
please.” 

“You're Russian business, young man,’’ said 
Abdul, impressively, grasping his scimetar. 


“two of ’em,”’ 
“on toast, if you 
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Farmer Blizzardtop had his orchard robbed daily until he hit upon the happy idea of rig- 
ging up an electric battery and wiring all the fruit-trees in his orchard. 








“ Good one, old fel,’’ laughed the Minister: 
“but when you get switched off on to wit with 
me you’re done for, and as for that cheese- 
knife, you can’t scare me fora cent. I don’t 
give a D—n for the sword of D —nocles, nor a 
red for the bichwa of a Noriental Nincompoop 
like yourself, and the sooner you simmer with 
your simmertar, the better it will be for all 
hands,”’ 

With difficulty the Porte concealed his dis- 
comfiture, and seeing his advantage, Mr. Cox 
went on: 

“It’s well that We, Us & Co. should have a 
distinct agreement on the subject of who's 
afraid of the other, ’lain’t me, nohow, and 
therefore it must be you. You ham-string me 
and you ham-string ‘Tammany Hall. You beat 
a reveillé on my feet and you strike the iron 
into the soul of Chicago. You sew me up ina 
bag and drop me into the Bosphorus and you 
drown the ‘lwenty-second Ward! Ha, you 
tremble! My mission is o’er. ‘Ta-ta, Hafiz; 
my love to your brother Gin.” 

And before the Sultan could have him throt- 
tled the Envoy went singing down the palace 
steps: 

** Porté, Porté, 
Fat, fair and forte, 
Don’t try on me your manners hoité.” 

But as the Minister salaamed the front door 
and walked through the mosque with his boots 
on, he quietly remarked: 

“ Allee samee I'd better get out of this till 
the storm blows over. I'll scoot over to Scutari, 
or abide in Abydos until old Sublimate gets in 
condition again. He don’t get me on any 
string, much less a ham-string, if 1 ‘know my- 
self, and I think my face zs familiar.” 

Mr. Cox left town the next day, but will re- 
turn to Constantinople to-morrow, where the 
inhabitants stand in great fear of him. 

SHAK JONES, 





Miss ——, of , has mysteriously 
disappeared from her home. She was eighteen 
years old, rich, and as homely as a mud-fence, 





| This is not funny, but it is the first wealthy 


runaway girl who has not been beautiful re- 


, ported this year, 





He would then 


sit calmly down until a propitious moment, when, putting the electric current in motion— 
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THE ROCKER. 
K<LY 
CT 


\\ 


INNIE sits out in the 
old rocking-chair 
On the stoop where 
the woodbine per- 
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She sees the fine horses go galloping by, 

She sees the gold bees round the hollyhock fly, 

And she is as blithe as a bird of the air, 

As she rocks on the stoop in that quaint rocking-chaur. 


In that rocking-chair sits, upon still afternoons, 
The matron, while patching her lord’s pantaloons, 
Or mending the coat-skeeve that ’s fuller of tears 
Than her visions are full of her neighbors’ affairs. 


And the old man is happy and feels like a brick, 
When at even he ’s smoking his Killikinick, 
And blowing smoke- flowers ’way up in the air, 
As he leisurely rocks in that old rocking-chair. 


When the moon like a pie-plate is beaming on high, 

When the flowers all sleep, and the zephyrs all sigh, 

When the bird in the tree-top has stopped his sweet 
song, 

And no echos are left of day’s busy ding-dong— 


Then dearest of all is that old rocking-chair 

To Josh and Priscilla, the happy young pair 

That sit on the front stoop and tenderly woo, 

While they learn that the chair ’s just the right size 
for two. 








PROGRAMME OF THE PROCEEDINGS 
OF THE 
CONCORD SCHOOL OF ‘‘ SUMMER”’ PHILOSOPHY. 


OPENING EXERCISES. 


1. Chant from Oratorio of “Job”: “ Verily 
ye are the men.” 

2. The temporary Chairman will then nom- 
inate an eminent divine (who will solidify all 
sections) to invite the divine attention to care- 
fully follow the proceedings. 

3. The presiding dignitary will then wel- 
come his brother-philosophers, and probably 
inform them “that this assemblage knows no 
North, no South, no East, no West.’? Resolu- 
tion to that effect passed, Whitelaw Reid and 
Murat Halstead dissenting. 

Music. 

Pot-pourrt of National Airs. 
Essays, Erc. First Day. 
I.—Thermometric Readings. By fervid elocu- 

tionists, 

II.—* Reflections on the MacDonald ‘ Letters 
from Hell,’” with hypothesis as to the loca- 
tion based on the post-mark, and a discus- 
sion of the relations of Remorse to Perspira- 
tion. By the Duke of Argyll. 

I11.—* Sabbath-School Literature,” including a 
criticism of E. P. Roe’s “Stepping On a 
Chestnut - Burr.” By an Ex-Superintend- 
ent S. S. 

1V.—“A History of Human Error’ down to 
the Blaine campaign and the John Roach 
failure. By Pythagoras Bill Chandler. 

V.—* Essay on the Impotency of Prayer,” more 
especially during Drought. By the Signal- 
Service Chaplain. 


SECOND Day. 
I.—* Alliteration as a Literary Degeneracy.” 
By Dr. Burchard. 
Il.—* The Morality of Goethe,” illustrated by 
an ethical criticism of the career of Faust 
and Marguerite. By Dr. McCosh. 











THirD Day. 

I.—* What I Don’t Know About Evolution.” 
A lengthy series of lectures by Henry Ward 
Beecher. 

II.—“ ‘The Logical ‘ Dilemma.’” _ Illustration: 
A Republican Platform in a Pivotal State. 
IlI.—“ ‘The Necessity of Court-Martial in the 
Salvation Army.” By Rev. Joshua Moody 

Jones. 

IV.—* Light at Last.” Analysis of the Wit of 
Harper’s “ Editor’s Drawer,” with a petition 
largely and influentially signed to close and 
lock the same and mutilate the key. By 
Eureka Bendall. 


FourtuH Day. 


I.—“ The Chastening Influence of Defeat.” 
By J. G. Blaine. 

II.—* ‘I'he Heated ‘Term,’? Now and Here- 
after. By Prof. Salamander. 

Ill. —“ ‘The Weather as a Topic of Conversa- 
tion Endorsed,” and cited to prove that the 
love of Nature inspired by early poets is an 
instinct still preserved to the race. By J. 
Vennor Partington. 

1V.—*Stereotyped Phrases considered as an In- 
dication of Approaching Imbecility, ¢. g., 
“Is it hot enough for you??”” By John Pam- 
leef Seersucker. 


Firru Day. 


I.—General Debate. Query: “Is Louis Riel 
an Offensive or Defensive Partisan ?” 

II.—* Functional Derangement of the Ego 
caused by the Out-go.”” By an Ex-Postmaster. 

III.—“ The Distinction between A/eum and 
Tuum is Unphilosophical, and should be 
Abolished by Casuists as weli as Bank-Presi- 
dents.” Anonymous, Forwarded from Mon- 
treal. 

IV.—* Worthlessness of Honorary Degrees.” 
By B. F. Butler. 

V.—Valedictory. Adjournment of the ‘School’ 
sine die to view the Philosophers’ Stone, Dio- 
genes’s Tub, Archimedes’s Eye-Glass, and 
other curiosities kindly exhibited by the 
Archeological Society of the Nutmeg State. 








‘THE NEWSPAPERS say that Russia is in need 
of a hangman, and is having trouble to find 
one. We always fancied that the Russians 





were a tough people. Now we know it. Any 
murderer not born in that country would be 
killed by the reading of the death-warrant in 
the Russian language, and would comeoffsky | 
into eternitsky without further delayovitch. 








AN ILLUSTRATED “AD.” 
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‘¢ Hands Wanted, on Leather and Findings.” 


THE FATE OF THE “SHADYSIDE.” 





There was a woman, and her name was Megs, 
Who used to keep the Shadyside Hotel, 
Wherein she fed her boarders weary eggs, 
Which caused them all to murmur and rebel— 
Allah il Allah! what a damosel! 
Ugly and cross, she weighed three hundred pounds, 
Bismillah! how she ’d tear around and swell 
With indignation, while she gurgled «* Zounds!” 
To hear a guest remark: «Give me a cup of grounds.” 


Augustus Czesar! but the tea was weak, 
The milk was always sour, the butter strong, 
The vinegar sweet, the chicken like the cheek 
Of the book-agent with the syren song. 
At six A. M. she ’d hammer on the gong 
Beside che door, and make you jump and swear, 
And in your frenzy make you yearn and Jong 
For the hot city, with its noise and glare, 
While by the roots you ‘d pull out handfuls of false hair. 


One day the boarders in their might uprose, 
And packed their trunks, and bowed; and said good-by 
To Mrs. Megs, who turned her gladiole nose 
Up to its utmost, as she saw them fly. 
They branded Mrs. Megs to all near by 
And far away, and soon the summer fled 
And autumn came; but Mrs. Megs’s eye 
Saw no new guest come to her to be fed, 
Or take a sleep upon her patent thistle bed. 


The Shadyside” is now a ruin old, 
Wherein the tourist finds the hen-croquette 
Which Time cannot digest. Now breezes cold 
Wail o’er the pile that many a storm doth fret. 
On bleak dark nights they say the seer can get 
A view of ghostly boarders as they gnash 
Their teeth around a table that is set 
With leather ducks and India-rubber hash, 
Which with their knives and jaws they cannot even gash. 


Such is the story of the ‘* Shadyside,” 
Gone 1s the glory of that ancient pile: 
Each Boniface should, as a point of pride, 
Keep up his place in that peculiar style 
Which makes each guest with satisfaction smile 
On steak, chops, coffee, tea and ham and eggs; 
And when he won’t his guests perversely rile, 


| He ’ll stand up on his nickel-plated legs 
| and laugh at such a fate as that of Mrs. Megs. 


R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 








AND Now the small green apple hangs out 
his banner on the outer wall, and the cry is 
still “‘They come.” ‘The blackberry blushes 
from green to red and then laughs till it is 
black in the face, and the tomato gets sun- 
burned on the vine and is cut down in the 
heyday of his youth and taken away to assist 
in the compounding of a lobster-salad. And 
the locust perches himself upon the top of the 
locust-tree and feeds upon the thorns thereof, 
and lifts up his voice to sing “ Climbing up the 
golden stairs.” But the potato-bug is not dis- 
mayed.. He keeps right on, and chews up the 
green apple and the blackberry and the to- 
mato and the locust-tree and the potato and 
the egg-plant, and it is nip and tuck whether 
he gets away with the locust or vice versa, with 
the odds in favor of the potato-bug. 
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OSCAR'S PERIL. 


A Socirtry NOveEL IN ‘lwo CHAPTERS. 


CHAPTER I, 


Oscar Montmorenci McElphinstone stood 
upon the bridge at midnight. 

Why? 

Did he hear the stealthy tread of some noc- 
turnal marauder on evil deeds intent ? 

No. 

What, then, did he hear? 

He heard the cuckoo clock in the castle hall 
cuckooing the hour of 12 M. 
buried in a deep, abysmal, blue-black silence. 

Oscar Montmorenci McElphinstone was in 
love. He knew it. He felt it. From the tip 
of his patent-leather gaiters to the crown of his 
eight-dollar silk helmet he was madly, desper- 
ately in love. 

Whom did he love? 

‘The fairest flower that bloomed in all that 
region. , 

Iphigenia Sophronisba Jane Smock. 

Beautiful name! Daisy girl! 


CuHaPrer II. 

Oscar advanced cautiously over the bridge. 
Under his arm he carried a concertina. ‘The 
purpose of his midnight visit became at once 
apparent. He was about to commit a serenade. 

He had been guilty of this act before, and 
Iphigenia’s stern parent had sworn by his holy 
rood that he would make it interesting for 
Oscar M. M. when he came again. 

Oscar peered about in the deep gloom, for 
he had his suspicions of the aged sire of his 
tootsy wootsy.' Oscar knew that there was a 


All else was | 


AT LONG BRANCH. 





At morn, when the tide is low, 
And full of potato-skins, 
And you have to wade a mile or so 
To get in over yuur shins, 
That ’s the time the people run 
Kight down to the ocean's rim, 
And plunge right in, in the scorching sun, 
‘To have a jolly swim. 


But in the afternoon, 
When all is cool and clear, 

And the salt sea seems a wondrous boon, 
And unto the bather dear, 

The people wet no toe 
In the glorious green high tide; 

For then it is out on the Bluff they go, 
‘To have a merry ride, 


Auswors for the Aurious. 





SQuIRE.—No, we can’t use them. They are not even 
comic. Wait till you die, and have them put in your 
own obituary. 


Mac.—*‘* Warrior”? may rhyme with ‘* how are you” 


, in Baltimore; but it doesn’t rhyme in regions: where the 


' letter R is kept in stock. 


Take a rest from poetry, and 
give the alphabet a show. 


D. W. R.—No, we won’t make a contract with you to | 


supply us with humorous articles. But we will tell you 
what we will do. It is going to be a hard winter, and 


' we will buy up any superfluous cheek you may have to 


bold heart and a strong arm in the family, and | 


accordingly he bewared. 


Not a sound disturbed the intense silence of | 


the night. So still was everything that the 
sound of Oscar’s suppressed breathing echoed 
against the castle walls. 

Oscar drew the concertina from under his 
arm and prepared to let it loose. 

He advanced a few steps fur- 
ther, when suddenly he heard 
a sound. 

Clang! 

A spring-trap had closed up- | 
on his left foot! “Ha! ha! | 
miscreant! I have thee on the 
hoof!”? 

It was the voice of Iphige- 
nia’s stern sire. He was bound- 
ing toward Oscar as fast as his 
age and rheumatism would per- 
mit, armed with a cowhide. 

“ Never!” shouted Oscar: 
“Old man, thus, ¢4vs do I 
defy-y-y-y thee!” 

So saying, with incredible 
rapidity Oscar stooped down 
and made a movement around 
his foot with his hand. ‘The 
next moment he was scooting 
away on one ankle and one 
foot. The other foot was arti- 
ficial. 

As Julius Pontificus Bos ob- 
serves in his “ Quodlibet”’: 
Dextra pede abire melius 
guam sinister esse. 





“DUDES ARE not interest- 
ed in the new machine for 
looking into brains.’ Why 
should they be? Neither are 
bakers, grocers, or candlestick- 
makers, 





| and a jack-knife with six blades. 


dispose of. We should like to use it for weather-strips. 


. P | 
S. P. P., Amenia.—When we want a correspondent 


from Amenia, we will let you know, S. P. P. Keep your 
ear to the ground, and you will probably hear us calling 
for you just about the time when Gabriel’s trumpet rolls 
forth its soul-inspiring notes. Not much before then, 


S. F. P, 


PHILATELIST.—Oh, yes, a stamp-collector’s depart- | 


ment would just spread us all over with nickel-plated 
satisfaction. We should just revel in that sort of thing. 
It would give us a high and holy pleasure to have A. B., 
Akron, O., swopping ten counterfeit Madagascar stamps, 
X. Z., Mendocino, Cal., for seven Cape-of-Good-Hopes 
We do just like to 
gather the cranks around us and have them all happy. 
That’s the sort of men we are. Come on with your 
stamp-department and a ticket for Greenwood. 


THE MISSING 





AGED AND OVERTAKEN SAVANT.-—‘ Blesh my shole—I know hish’ry, ’n’ I know ge 
ajjebra ‘n’ conic shections ’n’ bot’ny ’n’ fly-fish’n’. 
twent’four—I’d be ficshed.” 





Now, ’f I knew whezzher my house 


NEWSPAPER ILLUSIONS. 


i: 


That all young ladies care for is ice-cream, 
chewing-gum, caramels and dudes, 

That all young men care for is a girl that 
doesn’t like ice-cream, oysters and candy. 

‘That the young man who keeps his face and 
hands clean, his linen fresh, his boots polished, 
and wears good clothes is a dude. 

That the man who prides himself on being 
plain and common and careless in his appear- 
ance is above caring for public opinion. The 
truth is that he is below it, 

That every man who lives in the country 
| runs his own lawn-mower, makes his own gar- 
| den and milks his own cow. A man who can 
| afford to live in the country can afford to keep 
a hired-man, 

That every man in the city puts vp his own 
stove-pipe, puts down his own carpets, and 
builds the kitchen-fire. A man who spends his 
time at such work is not extravagant with his 
time, because his time is not worth wasting. 

That mothers-in-law are objectionable. If 
it hadn’t been for your father’s mother-in-law 
you would never have been here. 

That wives abuse their husbands by sitting 
up for them late at night and upbraiding them 
| for getting drunk, ‘lhe wife who hasn’t a bet- 
| ter disposition, more patience, more common- 

sense and more goodness than her husband is 
a curiosity. 


A PHILOSOPHER SAYs: “The first and worst 
of all frauds is to cheat one’s self.’ Remember 
this the next time you are inclined to lend a 
man the money you intended to buy your own 
| drink with. 


“ Won’? you sing one of your sweet songs ?” 
asked Miss de Silva of Mr. Smith, the amateur 
tenor, 

Mr. Smith was inclined to refuse. 

“Oh, please do,” she urged: “ Anything is 
better than sitting around doing nothing all 
| evening.’ 


LINK. 
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ig’phy, ’n’ T know ’trig’nom’try ’n 
*s nummer fourtwent’nine or nine- 
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THE PROFESSIONAL WAS AT FAULT. 





























If there was 


DisGustep CIrizeEN (to Futile Pickpocket).—** G’way, you gump! 
any money about my clo’es would I be here in this b’ilin’ town?” 





WHY | HATE DOGS. 





Indianapolis has no world-renowned curiosities. such as the Obelisk 
and the Brooklyn Bridge, and when visitors go to that interesting city 
they are shown the new Court-House, the unfinished State-House, and 
Colonel Oldcomer’s bull-dog. ‘That is the way it used to be. I don’t 
know how it is now. This dog did not <liffer materially from others of 
his species in color, form and figure. He was white and liver-colored, 
large and muscular, had legs on him like a small piano, and a jaw that 
looked like an exhibition show-case in a dentist’s office. But as all 
bull-dogs have these same characteristics to a greater or less degree, 
they were not what made him famous. His true claim to distinction 
lay in his pedigree, which would have made a Boston man hang his 
head in shame, and his record. He was a show-dog, and had won 
many prizes in different canine exhibitions. During the day, this pop- 
ular animal was chained in a well-appointed dog-kennel, but at night- 
time he was turned loose, and it was either a drunken man or a stranger 
who was bold enough to venture into the Colonel’s well-kept premises 
after sun-down, ‘The dog was made the subject of many a newspaper 
tale, and furnished an excuse to more than one unfortunate Benedict 
who ventured home early in the morning. 

At the time the dog. was in the heyday of his fame, I lived in a 
modest housevacross the street from the dog-kennel. This street was 
one of the avenues which cross the main thoroughfares, and the travel 
over it, especially at night-time, was comparatively limited. It, there- 
fore, was not so brilliantly lighted as some other portions of the city. 
It was shaded, and from the corner down to the house where I lived 
the sidewalk was lined by a row of tree-boxes. Directly in front of the 
house was a lamp-post. Early one morning, as | was returning home 
from the newspaper -office where I was employed, and had almost 
reached the house, | heard a deep bass growl from the centre of the 
road. ‘Then the gravel was suddenly and violently scratched, and 1 
heard rapid footsteps such as an infuriated dog would make if it were 
ina hurry. Men think quickly in emergencies like this, and before the 
dog could reach me I was perched on the top of the tree-box. The 
animal came up against the box with a crash, and amid sundry hoarse 
growls began gnawing the bark off the tree. 

It was Oldcomer’s dog, I knew. I also knew it would be useless 
to try and defy him by any show of resistance; so I talked to him. I 
praised his rare intelligence. I praised his matchless figure. I extolled 
his massive legs and ponderous lower-jaw. ‘Then -I made an effort to 
descend, But the dog was there before me, and I sadly returned to 
my perch. 

Then I tried another plan. 1 appealed to the animal’s reason, 1 
told him how the Colonel, his excellent proprietor, and I were intimate 
friends, and explained to him how vexed he would be if he only knew 
how unpleasantly narrow my seat was on the top of that tree-box. This 
seemed to affect the dog, for he kept quiet, and I managed to reach 
the lower round of the box in safety; but at that point he exhibited 
such emotion that I concluded to return. 

Again | tried eloquence. 1 became facetious and interlarded my 
remarks with merry laughter. 1 spoke of his legs, and asked him if he 





PUCK. 








| are?” —Springficld Union, 
| superior you think you are. 


ern railway train. 





didn’t want to rent them to a piano manufacturer. I asked him who 
his dentist was, and intimated that I wanted my own teeth attended to. 
I suggested to him that he could hire his voice out to an opera com- 
pany if he didn’t need all of it for his own use. During this sally of 
wit and humor the dog remained placid; but when I made an effort to 
descend, he seemed to feel so badly about it that I decided to go back 
again. 

‘Then | determined to touch his heart if I could. I alluded to the 
number of times 1 had mentioned him in the paper, and told him of 
the innumerable instances of praise I had bestowed upon him out of 
range of his hearing. I also informed him that I had gained the epi- 
thet of “the dog reporter” from the pertinacity with which I had sung 
his praises, and then asked him if such friendship did not merit some 
return, ‘This argument seemed to move the animal; at all events he 
wandered away from the tree-box and went over under the gas-lamp to 
consider the matter. ‘This decided me, and I boldly descended from 
the box, went over to where the beast was, and deliberately kicked him 
over a large portion of the street, after which I went into the house and 
retired, 

The dog was a little, long haired, big- mouthed mongrel cur, be- 
longing to a retired photographer living in the same block. It was 
about three feet long, two feet of which were lungs. 

BENJAMIN NORTHROP. 


“ ‘TATTENAMQUILIZTLI ” is the word for “ kiss’? among the Aztecs 
in Mexico. Like the oyster, it probably tastes better than it looks. 


“ ARE WE as superior to the savages of Dahomey as we think we 
This is hard to say. It depends upon how 





A SLEEPING-CAR porter is reported to have shot a man on a West- 
There is nothing extraordinary about this. Some 
men have to be killed before they will submit to be robbed. 


A LADY wWRITEs to the Philadelphia /7ess to know what she can 
do to stop her minister from kissing her when he calls. She can do a 
great many things. She might, for instance, speak to her husband 
about it, or mention it to the minister’s wife. 


E. R. Siti asks in the Atlantic: “Should a college educate ?” 
Certainly not, Mr, Sill, certainly not. It should teach the students how 
to row, box, play base-ball, and become adepts in other athletic sports, 
that they may get a living after graduation; because they are seldom 
able to get it in any other way. 





“Dad, mother says this is the third time that she has sent for vou, and that f 
must bring you home even if I have to carry you, and (tucking up his sleeve) you 
know what ¢hat means!” 
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THE GAME OF BASE-BALL IN GOAT CITY. 


The best circles of 
Goat City have long been 
agitated by the rivalry 
between the two opposi- 
tion associations of Irish 
American patriots — the 
Yorkville Nitro-Glycer- 
ine League and the Hell 
Gate Sons of Dynamite. 
The differences between 
these two great organi- 
zations are not merely 
political, but social, and 
their ramifications in- 
volve nearly every family 
belonging to the haut 
ton of Goat City and its 
suburbs. 

The prominence of 
the O’Houlihan family 
among the Sons of Dy- 
namite, and the influence 
of Terence O’Rourke in 
the Nitro-Glycerine League are undoubtedly 
contributary causes, for the feud between these 
two old houses rages as bitterly as it did the 
day when the minions of the O’ Houlihans im- 
pounded the goat of the O’Rourkes; but the 
principal provocative of this painful dissension 
is undoubtedly the deep-set difference of feel- 
ing on the relative merits of the two popular 
explosives, coupled with a certain delicacy and 
tenderness of feeling arising out of the division 
of certain funds collected for patriotic pur- 
poses by a joint committee of the two associa- 
tions. 

The diversion of this fund into channels 
which might be referred to as of a strictly 
O’ Houlihan chatacter was the occasion of much 
painful comment among the friends of the O” 
Rourke family; and popular feeling was not 
allayed by the method of reprisal adopted by 
the latter faction, which took the form of an 
onslaught on the tail and ears of the O’Houli- 
han pig, a valued heirloom of that noble line. 

For some time past, however, the fires of 
envious rivalry have to some extent smouldered. 
‘The general depression in the financial situa- 
tion, the heat of the weather, and the harmony 
of feeling in the matter of O’Donovan Rossa’s 
martyrdom, have all combined to produce a 
pleasanter state of affairs. The reign of com- 
parative peace, however, culminated, so to 
speak, last Monday, when the nines of the two 
clubs met on the Mickey Brogan Polo Grounds 
to engage’in a friendly game of base-ball. 

The event had: been the only topic of con- 
versation in Goat City for many weeks, and 
the attendance, although select, was large. The 
receipts at the gate rose to an unprecedented 
figure. The door-keeper reports that he took 
in eleven dollars and thirty-nine cents in cash, 
two goats, a hen, seven bottles of beer and a 
silk hat. It is further estimated that the in- 





Mr. O Houlihan, 
Dynamite Pitcher. 


gress through a hole in the fence on the East | 


River side of the Park must have brought the 
attendance up to at least 800 people. 

The game was called promptly at 4 P. M. 
Mr, Phineas Cronin was chosen umpire. Mr. 
Cronin is well known throughout Goat City as 
a gentleman of judicial mind and a correspond- 
ing member of the Dutchess County Peace So- 
ciety. 


miters, and Mr. Omar O’Rourke supplied the 
battery of the Nitro-Glycerine faction. ‘lhe 
day was auspicious, and, as Mr. ‘Terence Scan- 
lan, the veteran sport and base-ball expert, 
remarked, “the weather moight be a thrifle 
warrm for base-ball, but ’twas none too hot for 
foightin’,”” 

The Nitros went first to the bat, Mr. Clar- 











Mr. Finn O’ Houlihan pitched for the Dyna- | 








ence Reagan of roist Street taking the in- 
itial whack at the ash. He was somewhat 
puzzled, as was the umpire, by Mr. O’Houli- 
han’s pitching; but after two strikes had been 
called, he sent a daisy-cutter to right field, which 
Sullivan Casey, of the S. D.s, lost through 
an awkward fumble and a small boy between 
his legs. Mr. Reagan was wildly applauded, 
while a dark frown settled upon Mr. O’ Houli- 
han’s face; but the injudicious commendation 
of his friends proved too much of a strain upon 
Mr. Reagan’s mental equilibrium, and he lost 





As the game went on. 


| the advantage he had gained by a rash com- 


pliance with the suggestion of a gentleman on 
top of the fence, who advised him to “steal 
the base.”” Mr. Reagan undertook to perform 
this feat by starting for second with the first 
base-bag under his arm. Mr, Reagan’s resig- 
nation was requested, and Mr. Tooley, of Shin- 
gle Lane Villas, was put in as his substitute. 

Mr. Sligo Mulligan next went to the bat, 
and was caught out on a foul. ‘This led to the 
first interruption of the harmony hitherto pre- 
vailing. In passing by the catcher of the S. 
D.s, Mr. Boru Burke, on his way back to the 
bar-room, he observed, casually, referring to 
the mask worn by Mr. Burke, which had for- 
merly belonged to a Newfoundland in Harlem: 

** Av Oi had a dog’s moozle onto me, mebbe 
Oi cud ketch floies the same as yersilf, Burke.” 

“Hear till the Orangeman!’’ retorted Mr. 
Burke, scornfully. 

“‘ Fwat’s thot ye soy?” asked Mr. Mulligan, 

*“Coom over here till Oi tell ye,’ returned 
Mr. Burke. 

Mr. Mulligan crossed over, in a spirit of in- 
vestigation, and when the explanation had come 
to an end, his ear was temporarily attached to 
his head and a physician was summoned. Ow- 
ing to a misunderstanding among the friends 
of the respective parties ‘as to the exact under- 
standing arrived at, the game was further de- 
layed for fifteen minutes, and three bats were 
broken. 





Mr. Terence O’ Rourke arguing with the umpire. 


Mr. Mickey Bro- 
gan, the proprietor 
of the grounds, who 
was playing with the 
Nitros for this occa- 
sion only, next step- 
ped lightly to the 
plate and struck a 
three-bagger to left, 
| subsequently com- 
| ing in on a two-base 
hit by Mr, P. Casey. 

The frown deep- 
ened upon Mr. O” 
Houlihan’s counte- 
nance, and when 
Mr. Casey got in an- 
other run, followed 
by Mr. Baldy Ma- 
guire, his aspect was 
terrible to behold, 

“Base-ball is a gret game,” Mr. Terence 
Scanlan observed, as ne borrowed a wad of to- 
bacco from Mr. Tipperary Magee’s box while 
Mr. Magee’s attention was riveted on the 
playing. 

“Tt is, indade,” assented Mr. Bernard Flynn, 
his companion, as he imitated the noble example 
of the veteran sport. 

“A gret game,” repeated Mr. Scanlan: “ but 
it is not fwat it wuz in my toime, Barney, me 
b’y. I seen—on this very grounds I seen it— 
| I seen sivin min carr’d off in th’ furrst innin’s, 
an’ sivinteen in th’ second—is it roight I am? 
—mebbe ’twas sivinteen in th’ furrst an’ twinty- 
sivin in th’ second —divil a bit of me remimbers, 
but there was thurrty-nine betune th’ two in- 
nin’s, an’ divil the whole head in the hape o” 
thim.” 

“Thim wuz gret days, Terry,’ said Mr. 
Flynn, 

“*Dade an’ they wuz,” Mr. Scanlan said, 
with an approving nod; “is there e’er a bit 
more baccy in th’ ould mon’s box ?” 

“ There is not, Terry,’ Mr. Flynn answered, 
after carefully inspecting the source of supplies. 

“Thin move over there to where thim coats 
is,” said Mr. Scanlan, with stern resolve and in- 
stant appreciation of the situation. 

Just at this juncture, glancing across the field, 
Mr, O’Houlihan saw something that was emi- 
nently well calculated to inflame still further 
his troubled mind. He perceived Mr, ‘Terence 
O’ Rourke, the opposing chieftain, in animated 
converse with the umpire, Mr. Cronin. Mr, 
Cronin was evidently remonstrating with Mr. 
O’Rourke, for Mr, O’Rourke’s fist was poised 
directly under Mr. Cronin’s nose, and the ex- 
cited speech of the leader of the opposition 
was audible to Mr. O’ Houlihan. 

“Qi wull not??? Mr. O’Rourke was saying: 
“T wull thot, an’ yell kape yer head shut, Cro- 
nin, thot ye wull, or it’s me fist ye’ll be atin’.” 

Partialiy concealed from observation, in the 
hand that Mr. O’ Rourke held behind his back, 
was a dynamite bomb. Mr. O’Houlihan’s keen 
| eyes saw it, Mr, Cronin relapsed into the dis- 
| creet silence that became him, as a member of 
| the Dutchess County Peace Society, and Mr. 
O’ Rourke slipped off to a retired corner of the 
field, and gently deposited his burden under a 
pile of coats. The eyes of Mr. O’ Houlihan 
marked the spot. 

The first half of the first innings had put four 
runs to the score of the Nitros when Mr. Ter- 
ence O’Rourke stepped to the bat. ‘The mo- 
mentary absence of Mr. O’ Houlihan, a short 
time before, had been explained on the hy- 
pothesis that he was taking a much needed 
drink, But as Mr. O’ Houlihan stole softly away 
from the pile of coats in the retired corner of 
| the field, he muttered softly to himself: ‘ An’ 








Mr. Zerence Scanlan, 
The Veteran Sport, 
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they shtole our doynamoit, the divils. So 
much for the principles av thim thot pins their 
faith to noitro-glycerine! But let thim beware 
th’? O’ Houlihan,” 

In another second Mr. O’ Houlihan stood in 
the box, facing the catcher, while his mortal 
enemy tapped the home-plate defiantly with the 
tip of his bat. 

It was 2 moment of deep excitement among 





both the contesting parties. Strong men held 
their breath, and Mr. ‘l'erence Scanlan observed 
that if there was not a fight to be extracted 
from the situation, he should despair of the 
future of Ireland. 

Mr. O’Houlihan’s hands closed over the 
sphere he held. He brought his right arm for- 
ward, and then drew it back, ‘The umpire said 
“Balk” ina hushed tone, but before anyone 





‘ 


Ln another second Mr, O' Houlihan stood in the box, facing the catcher. 





could hit him, the released globe flew from Mr. 
O’ Houlihan’s hand and sped with unerring aim 
toward the up-raised bat of Mr, O’Rourke. ‘The 
two met. 

Mr. O’Rourke will handle the ash no more. 
The Nitro-Glycerine League is disorganized, 
and so is its leader, and the superiority of Dyna- 
mite as a civilizer and an agent of patriotism 
is now unquestioned in Goat City. 





The End 

















THE HOSPITABLE FARMER 


Only those who have spent a summer or two 
under the roof of a farm-house can properly 
appreciate true bucolic hospitality. The anx- 
iety of not only the farmer, but his entire fam- 
ily to earn every penny paid to them by their 
city boarders is touching to witness. 

Up with the first glimmer of dawn, the farmer 
and his sons are off for the barn to gather the 
new-laid eggs for their guests, and fill their 
pails full of rich milk for the coming breakfast. 
A basket of mellow fruit is garnered in the 
orchard; new mealy potatos are secured from 
the vegetable garden; half-a-dozen tender 
spring-chickens are killed and set to broiling, 
and when the guests come down to their ma- 
tutinal repast they find an epicurean treat await- 
ing them. 

Breakfast being concluded, the guest is given 
to understand that the farm and everything 
pertaining to it is virtually his. He finds the 
farmer’s best team of horses at the door await- 
ing his pleasure, should he care to drive. His 
mail is brought to him promptly four or five 
times a day from the distant village, and he is 
furnished with pens, ink, paper and the dic- 
tionary, when he evinces a desire to answer his 
correspondents. 

If he is fond of fishing, he is always sure to 
find well-stocked streams in the neighborhood, 
and he is liberally supplied with rod, reel and 
flies by his host. 





Poets might appropriately write in singing | 


numbers of the farm-house /ab/e a’ héte. Game, 
fish, and a juicy roast go to make up the sub- 
stantials, flanked with fresh green peas, aspara- 
gus, olives, chow-chow, dainty salads, and Eng- 
lish or French cheese, fruit and black coffee to 
follow. On the conclusion of dinner the farmer 
presents his guests who may desire to. smoke 
with either Turkish cigarettes or two-for-a-dol- 
lar cigars. ‘The farmer and his family always 
appear in full-dress at dinner, and naturally ex- 
pect their boarders to be equally observant of 
the rules of etiquette. 

After dinner steamer-chairs are placed upon 
the velvet lawn in front of the farm-house, and 
the guest passes a quiet half-hour smoking and 
watching the gambols of the graceful cows in 








the neighboring fields. In the meantime claret- 
cup and ices are served, and troublesome in- 
sects are kept at a respectful distance by liver- 
ied pages armed with graceful palm-branches. 

As evening draws near, AZolian harps are sus- 
pended among the limbs of the picturesque 
old apple-trees of the orchard, and to the 
strains of their weird music supper is discussed. 
An abundance of whipped cream, fragrant 
coffee and tea, Vienna bread, dainty spring- 
lamb chops, quail, reed-birds, squabs, omelets 
of all kinds, and freshly-picked berries always 
figure on the mau of the farm-house tea. 

After supper, those having a love for athletic 
sports repair to the lawn-tennis ground, while 
others may enjoy the picturesque scenery of the 
barn-yard, or amuse themselves by feeding the 
festive pigs with don-dons. 

The day usually closes at the farm-house 
boarding establishment with a full-dress hop in 
the cheerful Louis XIV. drawing-room, the 
farmer’s daughters invariably being accom- 
plished musicians, and furnishing the latest 
music for the dancers. 

So the long days of summer glide peacefully 
and delightfully by for the wise individuals 
who take advantage of the comforts and luxu- 
ries held out to them by that great benefactor 
of his species— the farmer boarding - house 
keeper. C. V. TEIxeIRA, 


OVERHEARD on the board-walk at Atlantic 
City: “It’s perfectly scandalous - that girl ’s 
got neither shoes nor stockings on—I wouldn’t 
make such a fright of myself for a million dol- 
lars—just look at that fat woman—that man 
away out there will surely get drowned—that 
girl in the sand had four times as much hair on 
at the dinner-table—well, | never—it’s awfully 
shocking—girls don’t seem to care a cent for 
modesty when in bathing—I wouldn’t pity that 
girl out there if she’d get drowned—they ought 
to have a rope around their waists when they 
go in the water, with one end tied to some- 
thing on the shore—if I had such pipe-stem 
le — look at that Jumbo!”’—and so forth. —Vor- 
ristown Herald. 





“Yes, boss,” said Uncle Cephas: “dem 
Johnsings am de highest-toned colored people 


| in de hull state. 








De pride ob dem young la- 
dies is sumpin’ dat’s past de onderstanding ob 
acommon niggah. You see, dere grandfader 
he died ob some kind ob a high-toned misery 
in de back, which de doctors called de cebrum 
spinal men in jeters, an’ upon dat fac’ de fam- 
bly hab been foundered. No, boss, 1 doan’ 
know what kind of men dem ‘men in jeters’ 
is, but I ’spec’ dey is ’way up, ’caze Miss Libbie 
she dun ’lowed dat de fambly was a goin to 
hab a cote ob a’ms.”— Detroit Free Press. 


“ Don’T you remember me ?” 

“Can’t say that I ever saw you before.” 

“Don’t you remember little Sammy Bambry, 
who used to steal your peaches and break your 
windows, twenty years ago, right here in Aus- 
tin ?” 

“Why, certainly, I remember you now very 
well; how you used to steal my peaches. And 
don’t you remember how I caught you just as 
you were getting over the fence one day, and 
how I tanned your little hide for you?’’ 

“You bet you did. Ah, those happy days 
will never come again.” — Zexas Siftings. 

THE publishers of that popular comic journal, Puck, 
have harvested from its pages a ‘* second crop” of what 
the hilarious little fellow styles ‘rare gems of wit, airy 
flights of fancy, and beauteous busts of song.” Among 
the contributors are Bret Harte, A. Miner Griswold and 
R. K. Munkittrick, and the list of artists includes the 
names of J. Keppler, F. Opper, B. Gillam and E. Zim- 
merman. The collection is entitled PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 
and it will be found a sure cure for the blues.— Chicago 
Fournal. 





A DISPATCH from Houston, ‘Texas, reports that Dr. 
James B. Seaver, assisted by Drs. Morgan and Loh- 
mann, has just succeeded in reducing a severe disloca- 
tion of the jaw from which Col. A. E. Munroe, one of 
the most prominent of Texas journalists, has been suffer- 
ing for several days. Oh, yes, you know what’s coming, 
don’t you? Well, smarty, you are right for once—the 
jaw was dislocated in a fit of laughter caused by reading 
PICKINGS FROM Puck—all newsdealers, price 25 cents. 





NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 





Advertisements or changes of Advertisements on 12th, 
3th and 14th pages of Puck must be handed in on 
Wednesday before 3 P. M. 
Forms of the 15th page are closed Friday at noon. 





Numbers 9, 10, 26, 371 and 418 of English Puck will 
be bought at this office at Io cents per copy. 




































































Bolow is a fac-simile of the Bottle of 
The Genuine 


Fred. Brown’s 
GINGER, 


SEE THAT STRIP OVER CORK IS UNBROKEN. 


F SIZE REDUCED ONE-FOURTH. 
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: Prepared. by Frederick. stecessorto, ant \ 
devisee under the will of Frederick Brown.deceased : 
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| foraduld 10 tol2 years old, hu 






d | hull a teaspoont 
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—FOR— 
Cramps, Colic, Stomach-Ache, 


Indigestion, etc. 














FOR 
HAY FEVER, 


CATARRH, 
AND THROAT TROUBLES. 
CURES NERVOUSNESS, HEADACHE 
AND SLEEPLESSNESS. 
PRICE 50 CENTS A BOX, 
e At druggists’ or by mail. Send for pamphlet. 
ALLEN COCAINE MFC. CO., 1254 Broadway, N. Y. 


EDEN MUSEE.—S85, Wert,,224, Steet. 

. Open from 11 toll. Sundays from 
1to1l. — Wonderful Tableaux and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 
~Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in t!e Winter 


Garden every afternoon and evening. Admission to all, 50 cents. Chil- 
dren, 25 cents, ° 


COLUMBIA BICYCLES 


ins AND TRICYCLES. 
KW 


IxLusTRATED CATALOGUE Sent FReEr. 
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YA THE POPE M'F'G CO., 












697 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
BRANCH HOUSES: 


{2 Warren Street, New York. 
it Wabash Ave., Chicago. 133 











PUCK. 


597 





“* How is it, Mr Brown,” said the mill-owner 
to the farmer: ‘that when I came to measure 
those five barrels of apples I bought from you 
I found them nearly a barrel short ?” 

‘Singular, very singular, for I put them up 
in some of your own flour-barrels.”’ 

“Ahem! Did, eh? Well, perhaps [ made 
a mistake. Fine weather, isn’t it ?’— Zhe San 
Franciscan, 

A FIRE in the village of Milford, Wis., on 
Monday night, left only two buildings standing 
—a cheese-factory and a saloon. On Wednes- 
day lightning struck a church in Gerona, kill- 
ing two persons and wounding fifteen others, 
Owing to circumstances over which we have 
some control, we shall not build morals on these 
two casualties.— Norristown Herald. 

De man whut thinks dat his boy ain’ goin’ 
ter lib’’ca’se he’s so smart needn’t be skeered. 
I thought dat way ’bout er boy. I seed him 
yiste’day. He wore er coffee-sack an’ wuz 
totin’? brick up er ladder. Deehives an’ de 
thrash an’ de jaw-teeth takes mo’ chillen off in 
one week den smartress does in er hunnerd 
years.—Arkansaw Traveler. 

“ My dear,’’ remonstrated a wife, peering out 
from under the bed-clothes: “I do wish you 
would use the word ‘sheol.’ It sounds better.” 

“It may sound better at times,” replied her 
husband, who was noisily nursing his heel: 
“but when a man steps on a tack he wants the 
old version.” —Dadlton (Ga.) Citizen. 

AN intensely cold wave is sweeping East. In 
many Western cities ulsters and overcoats are 
being worn, and after a slight shower in Ohio 
ice gathered on the streams. [This is not true, 
but if its publication will kindle with joy a 
single perspiring soul, it will have served its pur- 
pose.]— Binghamton Republican. 

Ir is stated that the electric-light is destroy- 
ing insects by millions, a single globe yielding 
from one pint to one quart of bugs each morn- 
ing. A commercial traveler says he has stopped 
at some hotels where an electric-light should 
have been placed in each bed.—JVorristown 
Tlerald. 

Mamie.— Why, Sadie, you have let your 
hair grow dark again, Last time | saw you it 
was a lovely blond.” 

Sadie.—* Yes, dear; but you know I am in 
mourning now for poor, dear papa. I’m not 
wearing light shades at all.” — Chicago Rambler, 

IN anticipation of a large influx of country 
people on circus day, an enterprising Dansville 
merchant strung the following suggestive sign 
across the walk in front of his grocery-store: 
“Don’t go somewhere else to be swindled; 
walk in here.” —Harper’s Bazar. 

A PHILOSOPHER wants to know why it is that 
the man who whangs an old copper cent into 
the contribution-box generally leans back with 
a twenty-dollar look of benevolence.— Reading 
Dispatch. 

NINE wimmin outen ten is mighty high 
pleased or is mighty badly disapp’inted. Wid 
wimmin dar doan’ ’pear ter be no middle 
groun’.—Arkansaw Traveler, 








Physicians and 
Druggists Recommend 





BITTERS 


Combining IRON with PURE VEGETABLE TONICS, 
quickly and completely Cleanses and Enriches the Blood. 
Quickens the action of the Liver and Kidneys. Clears 
the complexion, makes the skin smooth. It does not 
injure the the teeth, cause headache, or produce constipation—al} 
other Iron medicines do. 

The Genuine has above Trade Mark.and crossed red lines on 

wrapper. TAKE NO OTHER. 





THE CELEBRATED 


bts Of 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 


WAREROOMS: 
149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 


CHICACO, ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


EPPS 'S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


207 

Send one, two, three or five dollars 

for a retail box, by express, of the best 

Candies in the World, put up 1n hand- 

some boxes, All strictly pure, Suitable 
for presents. Try itonce. 


Address . F. CUNTHER, Confectioner 
” ©. Fa Madison Bt. Chicago. ° 











JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


STEEL PENS, 


So:oBrALL DEALERS TorovucHwour Ine WORLO, 
GOLOMEDAL PARIS EXPOSITION-18798. 


PEARLS ,,. MOUTH. 
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Beauty and ragrance 


Are communicated to the mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and 
the breath sweet, By those who have used it, i is re- 
garded as an indispensable adjunct of the toilet. At tho- 
roughly removes tartar from the teeth without inju~ing 
the enamel, 120 


Pickings trom Puck. 


(SECOND CROP.) 
Jusr Out: 


For Sale by all Newsdealers, 





Price 25 Cents. 


Mailed to any part of U.S. or Canada on receipt of price. 





Numbers 9, 10, 26, 371 and 418 of English Puck 
will be bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. 
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(uticura 


POSITIVE CURE 


for every form of 
SKIN and BLOOD 
DISEASE 
FROM 


PIMPLES 10 SCROFULA. 





\CZEMA, or Salt Rheum, with its agonizing itching and burn- 
Ing, instantly relieved by a warm bath with Cuticura Soap 
and a single <epplication of Curicura, the great Skin Cure. This 
repeated daily, with two or three doses of CurtcurA RESOLVENT, 
the New Blood Purifier, to keep the blood cool, the ———- 
pure and unirritating, the bowels open, the liver and kidneys 
active, will speedily cure Eczema, Tetter, Ringworm, Psoriasis, 
Lichen, Pruritus, Scall Head, Dandruff, and every species of 
Itching, Scaly, and Pimply Humors of the Skin and Scalp, with 
loss of Hair, when the best physicians and all known remedies 
fail. . 
Cuticura Remenigs are absolutely pure and the only infallible 


Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers free from poisonous ingre- 


dients, 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1. Prepared by Porrur Druc anp Cuemicat Co,, 
Boston, Mass, 


sam Send for ‘‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases.”’ 


ECZEMIA! 


My wife has been sorely afflicted with Eczema or 
Salt Rheum from infancy. We tried every known 
remedy, but to no avail, She was also afflicted with 
a periodical nervous headache, sometimes followed 
by an intermittent fever, so that her life became a 
burden to her, Finally i determined to try S. S. S. 
She commenced seven weeks ago. After the third 
bottle the inflammation Sreagenes, and sore spots 
dried up and turned white and scaly, and finally she 
brushed them off in an impalpable white powder re- 
sembling pure salt. She is now taking the sixth bottle; 
every appearance of the disease is gone, and her flesh 
is soft and white as a child’s. Her headaches have 
disappeared and she enjoys the only good health she 
has known in 40 years. No wonder she deems every 
bottle of S. S. S. is worth a thousand times its weight 
in gold. OHN F. BRADLEY, 44 Griswold St. 

Detroit, Mich., May 16, 1885. 

For sale by all druggists. 

THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., 

N. Y.,157 W.23d St. Drawer 3, Atlanta, Ga. 








For Summer Wear. 


Our New 
SERGES, MOHAIRS, PLAIDS, CHECKS, and 
DIAGONALS. 
Finest Assortment in the City. 


Suits to order from $20.00 
Pants“ “ ” 5.00 
Samples and Selfmeasurement Rules Mailed on Application, 


He Seulore 


41 to 151 Bowery 


and 
Broadway & oth Street, 


Opposite Stewart's, New York. 









 %3PrintingPress ows" 


A Card & Label Press $3. Larger sizes $5 to $75. For 
¢ old or young. Everything easy, printed directions. 
Send 2 stamps for Catalogue of Fata Type, Cards, 
&c., to the factory, Kersey & Co., Meriden, Conm 


HABIT. Sure cure in 10 to 

30 days. Sanitarium treatment, 

or medicines by express. 15 180 
ears established, ook free. 
©. Marsh, Quincy, Mich. 


Reduced to Seventy-five Cents. 
They are simple, strong and easily used. Preserve the 
papers perfectly, as no holes are punched through them. 
Will always lie open, even when full. 











Allow any paper 
on file to be taken off without disturbing the rest. By 
mail to any part of the United States or Canada, $1.00, 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 





PERSONAL AND PERTINENT. 





THE CRUSHED POET. 
(With Embellishments from the Original in His Pos- 
session.) ‘ 


He nailed aloft his words of fire, 

While crowds asked, ** Who ’s the poet?” 
For none suspected Rollin Squire— 

His best friends did not know it. 


No faltering marked the poet’s task— 
No shrinking from the trial— 

Until at length he dropped the mask, 
And made no more denial. 


Then carping critics charged each verse 
Till it was torn and tattered; 

Each metaphor—they ne’er saw worse— 
Was also bruised and battered. 


They whispered in the Mayor’s ear 
The verses would disgrace them, 
And begged that he would interfere, 

And tell Squire to displace them. 


Defiant swelled the poet’s soul— 
For he was only mortal— 
But that same night the hated scroll 
Fell shattered from the portal. 
—Fittsburgh Chronicle-Heraca, 

An American citizen strolls languidly into 
a down-town restaurant and observes listlessly 
to the careless waiter: 

“Pa.” 

“ Yessir, sewed or pegged ?” 

P. S.—He gets one with a false upper and 
cork insole. ‘hey had some with Scotch bot- 
toms, but they came higher.— Brooklyn Eagle. 

“‘T REMEMBER you very well,” said the hotel- 
keeper: “ but your wife has grown very thin.” 

ot 

“She was taller.” 

“Te.” 

“ And lighter complexion, was she not?” 

“Yes. Besides, you know, it is not the same 
one.” —Hartford Times. 

TER me dar ain’ no mo’ pityful sight den er 
blin’ hoss dat, when pullin’ er plow, feels er- 
long wid his nose ter keep from tre’din’ on de 
co’n, Does yer think dat er mule would do 
dis? Wall, he wouldn’. He’d put his nose 
down an’ feel fur de co’n, but when his nose 
come up de co’n would be in his mouf,—<Ar- 
kansaw Traveler. ™ 

“For the first time in twenty years,” says a 
news item: “the Common Council of Coving- 
ton, Ky., does not include a saloon-keeper.” 
Well, even a Kentucky saloon-keeper should 
keep up a show of respectability.— Morristown 
Flerald. 

A POET asks: ‘‘ What is warmer than a wo- 
man’s love?” We infer that he never picked 
up a newly-coined horse-shoe, fresh from the 
forge.—orristown Herald. 

A PITTSBURGH man has been fined fifty dol- 
lars for keeping a cow. ‘The cow belonged to 
a neighbor.— Binghamton Republican. 

“Att I want is a single heart,” writes a 
poetess. Trying to fill out a bob-tail flush, eh ? 
—Newman Independent. 


SworRD-FISHERY—Striving for promotion in 
the army.— Boston Post. 





CHOLERA, DIPHTHERIA, FEVERS, MALARIA, 
prevented by the use of REE) & CARNRICK’S SODIUM HYPO- 
CHLORITE (Disinfectant). Recommended by the Public Health Associa- 
tion as SUPERIOR /'0 ALL OTHER DISINFECTANTS AND GERMI- 
CIDES, Sold everywhere, Send for Pamphlet, 182 Fulzon Str., New York 
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Do not Zo to the country without a bottle of Angostura 
Bitters to flavor your Soda and Lemonade, and keep your di- 
gestive organs in order. Be sure it is the genuine Angostura 
of world-wide fame and manufactured only b 

Dr. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 
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UWig Veemed 


Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogus. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. l4th ST., N. ¥. 











BAUS PIANOS 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


58 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK. 





~ AMERICAN BICYCLES) 


to a AND 
o NALLENGEDAFETY ae 


/ »qufaCf ured 


GCorMuLLy & JEFFERY) 


222-224 N. FRANKLIN ST. CHICAGO. 
os ILL. 


CATALOGUE TO THE MANF RS 














NCLO-SWISS MI LK 

Vas CONDENSED ’ 
MILKMAID BRAND, 

Economical and convenient for all 


kitchen purposes. Better for babies than 
uncondensed milk. Sold everywhere. 148 











DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess, 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and 7th Aves., N. ¥. 





A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


Sos BROADWAY, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORE. 


Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 
Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, ete, 





ANTED LADIES AND GENTLEMEN who 
wish to make ®8 to ®4 a day easily at their 
own homes, Work sent by mail.No canvassing. Address 218 
with stamp Crown M’f’g. Co., 204 Vine St., Cin'ti.O, 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two of 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
4. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place. New York. 








POSTAGE AND FULL PRICE 
WILL BE PAID FOR 
Puck No. 371, (APRIL 16TH, 1884,) 


AND 
~ Puck No. 418, (MARCH 11TH, 1885,) 
at Office of Puck, 21—25 Warren St., N. Y. 





Puck No. 422, with double-page supplement on 


GEN. U. S. GRANT, 


is not out of print. 
Copies of the above number can be had of all News- 
dealers, or will be mailed on receipt of price (10 cents). 
Address: 
OFFICE OF Puck, 
21—25 Warren Street, N. Y. 





Puck’s ALMANAC for 1878, 15 cents. 
Puck’s ANNUAL for 1880, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884 and 
1885, 25 cents per copy. 
Puck ON WHEELS, Nq. 1, 1880, No, 3, 1882, No. 4, 
1883, and No. 5, 1884, 25 cents per copy. 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 

(First Crop, Fourteenth Edition,) 25 cents. 
(Second Crop, Fourth Edition,) 25 cents. 
Puck’s CAMPAIGN SERIES, 1884, $3.75; by mail, $4.25. 

All of the above publications are still in print and 
will be mailed upon receipt of price. Address 
OFFICE OF PucK, 
Nos. 23—25 Warren Street, New York, 
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QUAKER CHILL-CAKE 





CURES MALARIA! 


AND CHILLS AND FEVER. 
Superior to Quinine and all other Remedies, 
Te will guichZy and afsolutely cure Malaria, Agve, or Chills and 
Fever, whethcr of short or long standing. It isin the form ofa cake, 
—to be eaten just as if it were a cake forrefreshment. Pleasant to 


take and p rfectly safe. Relief experienced within twenty-four 
hours. It acts gently and agreeab!y upon thestomach, liver, kid- 
neys and bowels, hence upon the blood, effectually removing the 
cause of the disease. 

Quaker Chill-Cake is pronounced by those who have used it the 
most efficacious remedy ever known. A trial will convince the 
most skepticsl. Price, One Dol/ar, by mail. Further informa- 
tion, circular, and testimony free. Address, 


GROFF & CO., 1520 Chestnut St., Phila., Pa. 





EPP 
eon ~ « 


y A 
MINERAL a WATERS 


LEMONADE AND GINGER ALES. 
PURVEYORS TO 
ler Majesty Queen Victoria and all the Royal Family. 


These celebrated beverages may be obtained of all wine 
merchants, grocers and druggists, vr from the factory, 


52 WASHINGTON AVE., BROOKLYN, N. Y. 


OKER’S BIT TERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MALE. 
: To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNHF, J%., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


PROSPECT BREWERY, 


Cor. Eleventh and Oxford Sts., 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
The highly celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Export in Barrels ss 
well as in Bottles. Its keeping qualities are unsurpassed. We also 
recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Mait :n 
existenc:. 
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- Pickings from Puck. 


(SECOND CROP.) 
Just Our. 


For Sale by ail Newsdealers, 


Price 25 Cents. 


Mailed to any part of OS. or Canada an re 


etht of price. 








“No,” said the merchant to the -reporter: 
“we are unable to explain our book-keeper’s 
defalcation. He had no bad habits. We never 
suspected anything wrong. He only ran one 
yacht, but lots of people do that. Yes, I think 
he owned five horses; but, you know, a good 
many folks are fond of horses. He lived ina 
villa that he paid $49,000 for, but we supposed 
that he bought it from his savings. What was 
his salary? Well, now, I'll have to think. It 
was either $900 or $1,000, I think it was $900; 
but you'll have to ask my partner to find out 
certainly.”— Boston Transcript. 


THE Philadelphia Z7mes defines marriage as 
a temporary social alliance, entered into for 
the purpose of acquiring a cheap notoriety 
through the medium of divorce. — Buffalo 
Courter, 


Brave Whiskey for British Suldiers. 


‘The correspondent of one of the London papers, now 
at Suakim, writes: When Lord Wolseley first assumed 
command, the question of liquor for his men caused much 
anxiety. The regulation Scotch and Irish whiskey issued 
by the commissary department was too heavy, and yet it 
was necessary to give the men a stimulant. An enthu- 
siastic American at Cairo suggested the use of Dur- 
Fy’s PuRE MALT WuiISKEY, Ileadquarters, Baltimore, 
U. S. A., retailed by all reliable grocers or druggists. 
Having samples in his traveling outfit, it was found to be 
sucha preventive of pneumonia, malaria, diphtheria, and 
low fevers, that an order for 2,400 cases was cabled 
immediately. 














I My if 
An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhcea, Fever and Agua, and all 
disorders of the Digestive Organs. A few drops impurt a delicious fla- 


vor to a glass of champagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, and 
beware of counterfeits, AsK your grocer or druggist for the genuine 


article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
51 BROADWAY. N. ¥. 





PERLE D’OR 


SELADMPASIT ES 
Dry and Extra Dry. 
178 Duane St., N. Y. 





Numbers 9, 10, 26, 371 and 418 of English Puck 
will be bought at this office at JQ cents per copy. 











will be promptly return 
Ladies 


method, or to 









GREAT 
ANNOYANCE 


has been caused all people using tooth brush- 
e3, by the bristles. cone outinthe mouth, The 
Pail Mall Kleetric Association of Lon. 
den now take pleasu.ein introducing totheAm- 
erican public a !outh Brush which they guaran- 
tee free from this troublesome defect, com. 
men to all other Tooth Brushes. 
The bristles are inserted inthe hand.ebya 
atented process, which renders it simp- 
y impossible for them to come 
out in use. In addition to this, 
the 2 undle of the Brush ‘is; eota 
newly invented material permanent- 
ly charged with an electro-maz- 
netic current, which acts without 


mouthand gums, The actof 
brushing causes thts current 
to flow into the nervecells 
and roots of the teeth, and 
like water pouredupon , 
a plant, it invigorates 
and vitalizes ever 


tifally 






















ufacture of artificial teeth. 
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ACENTS! 


address 
Mention Puck 





SOMETHING NEW! 

Dr. Scott’s 
Electric Hair Curler 
‘Tooth Brush, 


Both sent to any part of the World on receipt 
of $1.00. 
And if not perfectly entiaiueery in every case, the money 
ed. 


Gentlemer who wish to quickly ban 
crimp orcurl the hair, beard A 
possess sound, white teeth and rosy 
gums, are invited to read the brief but inter- 
esting description of these new inventions. 
Dr. Scott’s Electric Appliances are 
now sold and well known in every pait 


é of the world, and are guaranteed by £ A 
THC PALL MALL 4 
ELECTRIC , SS 
ASSOCIATION 4 
OF LONDON, / 4% 
‘CENTS EACH, ENGLAND. , CENTS EAC 
POSTPAID. POSTPAID 


The handle 
is strong, beau. 
polished, 
not affected by acids, im- 


Cin meee. pervious to moisture, and + bas no equal, white 
restoring the nat- forever free from that unpleas- . itisso simple in its 
the enamelrend ant, musty odor exuding from wet (AGM br Can usa. i 
quickly produc bone handles. 3 properly the first 
pan oo THE ROYAL DENTAL SOCIETY OF Oy a 
the gums. ENGLAND testify in the strongest terms asto \ pany each 


the quick benefits following the use of this Brush, 
and many experts in dentistry declare it to be the 
greatest invention in dental appliances since the man- 


These articles are sold by all Druggists and Fancy Goods 
Dealers; but if you cannot get them conveniently, remi* 
price by Draft, Check, Money, Post Office Order, or Stamps, at our ‘ 
or. risk, and they will be promptly sent to any address postpaid. NN 
(Either Sex) Wanted for Dr. Scott’s Beautiful Elec- i 
tric Corsets, Belts, Electric Hair, Flesh and Tooth 
Brushes aud Insoles, No Risk, Quick Sales, Satisfaction guaranteed. For Terms \ 


G. A. SCOTT, 842 BROADWAY, NEW York. \ 
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THE 
LONDON ASSOCIATION 


now offerto the American public their new 
| Electric Hair, Beard and Moustache 
Curler, It is a handsomearticle, nickel-plat- 
ed, with anebonized handle, and it should oc- 
cupy a placein the toilet of every lady and 
genticr:an in America. 
Ly its aid the hair, beard or moustac 
canbe curled in any desired style in from 
one to two minutes, For laci 3 it pro- 
duces the “Langtry Style,”’ the "Patti 
Bang,” the “Montague Curl,” and any 
other form desired by ladies wearing 
their hairin the fashionable ‘loose 
and fluffy” mode, ose « ho wear 
crimps or other forms of fu !se hair 
will find this Electric Curler * 
very usefularticle. Itdoes nr 
break off and ruin the ha 
Litre the ordinary c1impin 
process, and in wet or hx 
\ weatherit works as quick- 
\ ly asin cold. Fer curl- 
x ing the Mousta: he or 
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THE SEQUEL. 

A Representative of the Administration, however, 
happening Along that way, and perceiving the Situation 
of affairs, remarked casually: ‘* There is one Point, my 
friend, that seems to have Escaped your Attention. The 
Public Interests must be Considered.” So saying, he 


promptly impressed the Point upon the Camel, who.- 
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AN OLD FABLE, AND 





incontinently Skipped, 








PUCK’S LITTLE SEQUEL THERETO. MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN. LiITH 21- 25 WARREN ST NY 








